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and when at last the Tommies * guyed' him in their
own frank good-humoured way, he smilingly accepted
the end of his long and pleasant sendee to his generation
and retired, always affectionately remembered, to a peace-
ful country cottage which a brother had provided for him.
We were to suffer another personal loss during the
second year of the War in the death of John Kurkamp.
This was a grievous shock to us all, and it is sad to
remember how the affliction which took him from us
was rendered so much more difficult to bear because of
certain suspicions which his German name and entirely
innocent amusements aroused among the authorities.
He was very fond of flying kites and, during the summer
of 1915 when we were all at Bonchurch, he sent up one
from the breakwater opposite our cottage and, for the
pure amusement of the thing, attached a small balloon
to the string, wThich slowly mounted aloft. This was
construed by the suspicious as being a preconcerted
signal to the enemy, and the suspicion was deepened by
his sending up a lighted lantern that same night, for the
amusement of my son. After this, his every movement
was watched; he was marked down as 'suspect/ and
the discovery at our house in Avenue Road of a wireless
installation which he had rigged up before the War, in
order that our children should be able to talk with us at
sea during our crossing to Canada in 1914, gave a
further handle to the police. I had some difficulty in
preventing him from being interned, and his last days
were harassed by the surveillance of officials at Sheffield
where he lay dying. In the delirium which preceded
the poor fellow's death he imagined his bedroom
peopled with officers of the law who were crowding
upon him to take him away. We all felt for long the
loss of his faithful services; he was always heart and soul
devoted to my ambitions and experiments, and full of
initiative and daring when we planned new methods of
stage production.
The weary years dragged on.   All the men of fighting
age had left me.  War had made the streets * one khaki/